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Kirkuk to Kingerlan. Next morning a flight of 30
Squadron was to make a demonstration flight at the
back of Sul. The line of D.H.ga's running up on the
aerodrome with their softly sobbing engines, and in
full war plumage with shining machine-guns, reminded
me so much of the old days in France. We took off
after they did and flew south past Tauk and Tuz, leav-
ing the mountains gradually behind us. There was a
certain amount of high drifting cloud which moderated
the sultry warmth of the sun. Tauk looked particularly
picturesque, with its springtime greens and purples
on the plain at its feet, and its quaint walls, and broken
silhouette and flat roofs touched and picked out by the
sunlight. It looked so much like those little towns
you always see in fairy books; and one can imagine
knights riding towards it over the plain, and sentinels
standing on the walls. Anon the knights would wind
a mighty horn, which would echo against the mound
and summon the township to surrender 1 And spears
would glimmer in the loopholes in the parapet; and a
hymn of war would sound dimly down the old streets,
till, gathering strength, it would swell to a crescendo and
make the old buildings ring.

Then we flew in a more south-easterly direction
following the road to Kingerban, and the wall of hills
as it curved round to the south-east. Then I saw
Kifri, again skirted with green, against a doorway in
the hills. Flung out as an outpost on the plain was
the old town of Kingerban on its mound. The railway
ran past it, and strings of laden camels and donkeys
were winding across the landing ground to KifrL When
we landed we were met by an armoured car, which
took us to the little Mess of the detachment. Straight,